BY ORDER   OF  THE  SHAH

is no exception. An Iranian of pure descent, he was born
at Firouz, of the stock of the Savadhouhs of Mazanderan,
a district renowned for purity of breeding and for bravery.
Both his father and his grandfather were soldiers, his father
being killed during the Afghan War. He means to rule
as an Eastern potentate is expected to rule. Is he not
the Imperial Dictator, the Lord of the Revolutions of the
World ? His strength lies in an ability to weld the people
together, giving them new life and a new outlook. His
achievement ranks the higher when one thinks of the
religious and tribal difficulties he had to face. International
problems with Russia and the vested interests of other
great powers point the wisdom in his diplomacy.

Rumi was the soul of discretion.

"Poor is the friendless Master of the World," was his
way of saying how uneasy lies a Shah's head. "Yet I,
who am less than the dust of the earth, would be his
sacrifice." Turning to the D.P. he continued, "When will
His Majesty have Your Excellency's brightness before the
Supreme Presence?"

Eleven o'clock on the morrow was the appointed hour
of audience. Rumi accompanied us. We saw a fine-
looking man, over six feet tall, wearing a plain undress
uniform of barathea, smock gripped by a simple leather
belt, slacks with a broad red stripe down each side, and
elastic-sided Wellingtons. He looked a soldier. His hair
was grey and close-cropped, his well-marked brows and
brown eyes emphasized a prominent aquiline nose and a
white moustache. Long fingers played with amber beads.
A deep voice discussed world affairs with interest and
intelligence, expressing friendship for Great Britain, and
delighting to welcome Englishmen. His vision and
practical outlook upon the problems of life combined with
a fierce determination that his will be done.

Rumi was full of the audience.

"Sir P.'s breath of yesterday was rank with expecta-
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